Gustave Flaubert Letters

So it is on Wednesday that they are going to judge it. The
jury may be good or stupid, one never knows!

I have started grubbing again after having rested from the
long and successful novel published by the Revue. I shall send
it to you when it is published in book form.

Don't you delay to give me the news on Thursday, I don't
need to tell you that success and the lack of it prove nothing,
and that it is a ticket in a lottery. It is agreeable to succeed;
to a philosophical spirit it ought not to be very distressing to
fail. As for me, without knowing the play, I predict a success
on the first day. As for its continuance, that is always un-
known and unforeseen from day to day.

We all embrace you very affectionately.

G. Sand

CCLXXII.    To GEORGE SANB

Thursday, one o'clock, 12 March, 1874

Speaking of frosts, this is one! People who want to flatter
me insist that the play will do better before the real public, but
I don't think so! I know the defects of my play better than
anyone. If Carvalho had not, for a month, bored me to death
with corrections that I have cut out, I would have made re-
touches or perhaps changes which would perhaps have modified
the final issue. But I was so disgusted with it that I would not
have changed a line for a million francs. In a word, I am
dished.

It must be said too that the hall was detestable, all fops and
students who did not understand the material sense of the
words. They made jokes of the poetical things. A poet says:
"I am of 1830, I learned to read in Hernani, and I wanted to
be Lara." Thereupon a burst of ironical laughter, etc.

And moreover I have fooled the public in regard to the title.
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